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Chapter One 


Author's Notes: 

The first notes | made for this story date back to 14 April 2005. | was at a conference on information 
literacy, and let's just suffice it to say that my mind wasn't exactly on research methods. My Power Point 
printout is covered in notes and a doodle of Rick as | envisioned the last scene of this story, more or less land, 


no, it's not any good]. 
| can't tell you how good it feels to finally have it down on paper. 


This was inspired by a scene in Hysteria: The Def Leppard Story. Small, throw-away scene: Around 1982. The 
Leppards are at a pub, listening to Girl, Phil Collen's band, since Pete Willis has been recently fired and they're 
on the lookout for a new guitarist. Up front, a man ties a blindfold over his eyes and leans toward Phil. The 


scene cuts there, since VHI, who made the film, were probably not allowed to get too raunchy with their biopic. 


But it sparked this. And since this is Rockfic.. 


Rick was watching Phil. 


Bathed in stage lights, red and blue sliding down his skin to pool around his feet, rising in a halo of white and 
yellow and the shards of twisted and reflected shadows. Light clung to him, around his face and in clear blue 
eyes and down his chest and his pale arms and his stomach and along his thighs and down to his knees, snaking 
and trailing up to his collarbone and flesh below fabric that strained and pulled against motion, slipping on 
sweat. A single drop along his neck. Slowly, slowly, dipping into his throat as he threw his head back and heat 
gathered around his temples and stood out in beads of perspiration that rolled into his mouth as it cried out 


silently. Almost. Almost. 


Rick's fingers were against his throat. They were dry. Much too dry. He needed a drink. His throat was tight, 
filled with emptiness. his lips moved. Phil's lips moved, pressing close to the microphone, eyes closed and it was 
bones and muscle over bone and skin over muscle and sweat and clothes and Rick's breath caught in his 
throat, his fingers trailing along his collarbone as he watched. Drowsy. He was feeling drowsy. He couldn't look 


away. 


A man was pulling on a blindfold. He drew the ends together tightly. The fabric caressed his hands as he 
brought them forward, hovering over his mouth before he reached out in front of him. Reached toward Phil. 
He was looking at the man, impassive, his eyes strangely liquid No shame. No fear. The man was below him, 
hands reaching, searching. They slid across his table, knocking aside silver ware and napkins and cigarettes and 


powdery traces of cocaine. Phil placed his leg on the table, gazing down at the man, 


His lips moved. The man's lips moved, a tremulous smile, breath hissed in and out through greedy, glistening 
teeth. Leaned forward, forward, arm rising to circle around Phil's leg, crawling up and with fingers pressed 


hard behind his knees and his tongue slid out and he licked Phil's boot. Lapped and moaned and kissed his feet. 
Phil threw back his head. 
It was obscene. 


Eyes closed, mouth searching for air as unadulterated pleasure spread lazy fingers across his face, dipping low, 
low, many hands trailing now in a tangle down his chest and his hips and they wrapped around him and clung to 


him, blindfolded. 


Rick's hands ached. He wanted to. So badly. He could feel the heat crawling up his back, crashing into the blue 
and red lights that crowded him against the bar, into the press of people around him. Swaying. Sighing. Lips 
biting the edge of their glasses, tongues darting over ice as it disappeared into hungry mouths and he was 
crushed against the bar stool, hypnotized, watching. Wanting. Blood pounding in his temples, sound losing all its 


meani ng. 


Look at him. Touch him. 


The man's hand was his; fingers dug into leather as he explored Phil's thighs. Taut, firm muscle and heat that 
clung to his palms. Higher. The dip between his hips, teasing, the darkness between his legs. Phil was bathed in 
shadows as he played on, Rick mesmerized by his fingers, long, white against the black glare created by the 
lights. Into his mouth. First one finger and then another finger and he rolled his tongue around them, saliva and 
salt against the roof of his mouth. Further in. His hands finding a rhythm. Up to his chest, the sweat sticky 
and warm as it trickled down. He lapped it up, the tip of his tongue drawing out little circles on his skin. Flesh. 
Rick's fingers wrapped around Phil's body hair, curling, feeling the nipples harden beneath his palms, scraping at 
his skin, sending a thrill through him as he rolled them and pressed his thumb against the tip. 


Rick's hand slid beneath his own shirt. 


It was Phil's shirt, pooling over his wrist as he stroked his stomach, warm and smooth. He ran his fingers over 
his ribs and pinched a nipple between two fingers. He heard a gasp. He was biting his lip. He could taste flesh in 
his mouth. He could taste Phil. Cigarette smoke, alcohol, the tangy taste of sex, life, sharp. Intoxicating. 


His hand slid down. It slipped inside his pants, following the round of his stomach. Urgency was growing in his 
head, whispering into his ears. Look at him. Don't look away. Don't flinch. He could feel the lust in his eyes, it 
shrouded everything in a haze and made him pant. His chest rose and fell. It was too hot. Too crowded. Legs 
pressed into him. Arms along his sides, thighs slipped between his legs. Breasts against his back. His head swam. 
His skin was on fire. He could see Phil, above the crowd, perfect white light as he moved in sinewy curves that 


hurt Rick's eyes. 
God. Oh, God. 


His fingers tangled in pubic hair, dry and brittle. He twirled them around, pulling, pinching at skin, pressing down. 
His groin was tightening. It pulsed along his nerve ends, steady, insistent. Phil's head was tilted to the side, his 
cheek resting against his shoulder. His shirt came forward. A sliver of pale skin underneath. Lips to skin Teeth. 
Tongue. Tasting. Rick felt himself shudder. His fingers groped lower, the fabric of the pant digging into his wrist. 
He curled his hand around his arousal and closed it into a fist. Hard. He was panting, gasping for air. He needed 


air. Phil tossed his head. Phil's eyes wouldn't open. Ecstasy. 


Rick watched Phil. Watched his muscles flex and relax, his body move beneath fabric, a sheen of sweat over 
his brow and his temples, hair disheveled over his eyes as he rubbed his hand over his forehead, eyes closed. 
Rick's hand tightened over his cock. He was moving. Back and forth. Back and forth. Drowsiness was stealing 
over him. He couldn't recognize the voice in the back of his head. Silky. Warm. Inviting. Fuck me. Come on. Look 


at him. Say his name. Say it. 
"Phil." 


His hand was pumping harder now. Everything was spinning. His throat constricted He wanted to scream. Sharp 


white light was shooting up into his eyes, hips grinding against his hand. His fingers felt sticky, wet, hot. He 
pumped harder. Faster. It hurt. His free hand stumbled over the buttons, snapping, unhooking. He was stumbling 
forward, sagging thankfully against a dark corner. Bottles and cigarettes and abandoned high heels crowded 
around his feet. Darkness closed over him. Music was pumping along his veins. Phil's voice. His hair was in his 


eyes, a mess of sweat and curls, caressing his cheeks, twining around him. 


He could see Phil, reflected in a mirror. He kissed his guitar and the crowd worshiped him. Hands clawed at the 
air, reaching toward him, grasping and groaning. All as one. Swaying and heady. Phil was young and alive and 
invincible. Phil smiled. Not at him. Never at him. Rick grit his teeth, pumping faster, faster. His head tilted back, 
eyes half closed. 


Harder. Come on, Phil. Come on Harder. 


He gnashed his teeth together, sliding his hand toward the tip of his cock. Rough. Blind with need. The darkness 
intensified between his eyes. He could feel fire rolling up his thighs, lapping at his body, tumbling toward his 
mouth and between his legs. It held him, once, tilting his chin to look up into clear blue eyes, open, honest. He 
didn't flinch. He didn't look away. He wanted to so badly. He stood crushed against him, panting, clinging to him, 


his mind screaming, waiting. 
God. Please. Oh, God. 
His head snapped back, his back arching. He moaned, a deep, ecstatic release ripped out of his throat. Pure lust. 


Semen clung to his hand, dripping down his pants and staining the wall. He collapsed against the wood panels, 
gasping for breath, rubbing his forehead against the cool surface. God, he was sweating. Drops of sweat rolled 
down his back and clung to his chest, around his wrist and his hand. 


He pulled it out, slowly. He licked dry, chapped lips, his breaths coming even now. Inhale. Exhale. He pressed his 
lips against the wall, feeling a total fool. A shudder ran though his body, his knees threatening to give way. 
With some difficulty, he pushed away from the wall. His fingers hooked around the flaps of his pants, drawing 
them close. His eyes were already searching for Phil, the voice in the back of his head sleepy with release. 


Watch him. Drink him in once more. 

He came to a stop, his mouth dry as his breath caught and his eyes widened. 

Steve stood in front him. 

Steve, with his long blond hair and washed out blue eyes and bony hips jutting out into hey, you, light my 
cigarette as he pulled it from his lips and smoke curled into sensual arabesques around a pale face crumbling 
into itself. Steve who needed to be saved and loved and held and stroked. Steve who earned love without even 


trying because his fingers were long as he took a slow drag from his cigarette and those fingers flicked away 


ash, reaching back toward Phil in one slow, lazy motion 


Steve's eyes were on Rick. 


And Rick wanted to swallow, but he couldn't. His hand was inside his pants again. Crushed, now, against a 
barstool. Heat rose to his face, shameful. He felt his flaccid cock between his legs. Beneath his fingers. Useless. 


Steve wanted Phil. 


And Rick knew that there would be no battle, no decision to make. 


He had already lost. 


